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comedies in prose. After that I shall set to work on Saint-
Antoine.

And you, dear master, what is happening to you and all
yom. family? My niece is in the Pyrenees, and I am living alone
with my mother, who is becoming deafer and deafer, so that
my existence lacks diversion absolutely. I should like to go to
sleep on a warm beach. But for that I lack time and money.
So I must push on my scratches and grub as hard as possible.

I shall go to Paris at the beginning of August. Then I
shall spend all the month of October there for the rehearsals
of Awe, My vacation will be confined to a week spent in
Dieppe towards the end of August. There are my plans.

It was distressing, the funeral of Jules GoncourL Theo
wept buckets full.

CLXVII.    To GUSTAVE FLAUBERT

Nohant, 27 June, 1870

Another grief for you, my poor old friend. I too have a
great one, I mourn for Barbes, one of my religions, one of
those beings who make one reconciled with humanity. As for
you, you miss poor Jules * and you pity the unhappy Edmond.
You are perhaps in Paris, so as to try to console him, I have
just written him, and I feel that you are struck again in your
affections. What an age! Every one is dying, everything is
dying, and the earth is dying also, eaten up by the sun and
the wind. I don't know where I get the courage to keep on
living in the midst of these ruins. Let us love each other to
the end. You write me very little, I am worried about you.

G. Sand
4 De Goncourt.
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